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the street below. Later the crowd dragged the naked Huns
across the square to the nearby Moika River, and threw
them plunk into the water. At school, we liked to recall
that incident in which one or two of us claimed to have taken
part. But that by the way.

It all seemed unreal.   We were shown to our rooms.    A*

^ supper with wine and vodka bottles had been spread out in

the sitting-room.    In the double bedroom I shared with

Dangulov there was very good bedlinen, and a bathroom and

lavatory  attached,   though   with   cold   water   only.    The

colonel took the room next to ours.    An amiable old dame,

wearing pince-nez and a little purple tartar cap, took charge

of us.    "Let's have supper," said Major Lozak.    I could now

see him clearly at last.   He was young and pale, and very

slim, with a regular Roman nose, his fair hair brushed back,

and very pale greenish-grey eyes like the Baltic on a rainy

day.    He had gone right through the Leningrad blockade,

and wore on his tunic the order of the Red Star and the

Leningrad Defence medal with its pale-green ribbon.   Later

he told me a lot about himself.    We started supper, and

were soon joined by a new arrival, Major Likharev, with a

pale, rough-hewn face and a heavy jaw.   He turned out to

be the President of the Leningrad Writers' Union, and had

.written ten books of verses, most of which, I was ashamed to

say, I hadn't read.    However, Comrade Likharev said that

since the beginning of the war he had been engaged in war

work and a large variety of "organisational" jobs, and that

he had in effect abandoned literature for the duration, apart

from what he wrote for the soldiers' papers of the Leningrad

front.

We had supper and then the officers went off somewhere,
to discuss with some military authority the next day's
arrangements. I stayed behind with Dangulov and the old
dame whose name was Anna Andreievna. It was a pleasant
room, with conventional but good quality hotel furniture, a
desk .with the inevitable alabaster inkstand and a rack with
"Intourist" notepaper and envelopes, and on the wall a